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“a Housekeeper. 


Recollections of 
CHAP. 


Nothing could be more calm 
than our evening meal after the 
excitement of our cook’s depart 
ure 
that intercourse where ‘‘love ts 
it was autumn. The beauty and 
freshness of summer was 1n the 
heavens, and the warmth of win- 
ter on our hearth. 

i felt no embarrassment in car- 
rying my shining brass tea kettle 
into the parlour, and making tea 
there, which,with blushing tmpor- 
tance, [ poured out for my hus- 
band. He was full of the gentle 
pleasantry of satished affection. 

Little Polly superimtended the 
toasting iron, that luxury so little 
known in the country, where forks 
are destroyed daily in burning one 
piece of bread, while the tron 
toasls three in less time. 

My mother was soon apprised 
of the loss of my cook, and the 
very next evening ‘“‘help” came in 
the form of a gentle, but ig- 
norant looking girl of eighteen 
She was one to whom J would 
willingly have extended my hand, 
and given my heart. I dreaded 
to think that so soft a creature 
should be visited by the elements 
“too roughly.’? She was howey- 
er active, and her duties were 
soon well performed. Sally 
been an inmate of my family but 
“1x weeks,when one day she came 
into the parlour,and, colouring ve- 
ry deeply handed mea letter, which 
Was written as follows. 
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“SyrLem, 
‘Dear Sally,—I’ve got home 
safe from Caleutta.and reckon that 


vou will be glad to see me, tho’ 


sometimes I aint so sure I cal- 
culate to be in Boston by to-mor- 
row. and shall find you out It 


you havn't got another sweetheart 
f shall wan't to marry you Sunday 
night; if you have, I shall take 
ship Monday morning and be ofi 
again 
‘“Your’s till death, 
“Sane. Corny 

“P.S.—I have had two lucky 

*ventures, and we shan’t want for 


nothing. I hope you aint lost the 
— 7 
ring.” A , 
“Well, Sally,’ said I, smiling, 
‘am I to lose you on Sunday 


night?’ 


‘‘] am afeard so.,ma’am,”’ re- 
plied she, sliding behind the door 


“Don’t 
said I. 
an example of marrying one whom 
I preferred, that Lam sure I ecan- 
not blame you ’ 


be 


wy have sh wn vou sue hy 


ashamed, Sally. 


looked up. 


Upon this Sall: p, and 
I asked her how long she had 
known Mr. Curry 


Sally began twisting a gold ring 
that Was on the fore finger ot het 
left hand, and said, 


‘““My mother, ma’am, was a poor 
woman in Salem, the widow of a 
sea-captain Ile was lost on a 
voyage, and she fell sick, declin- 
ing, like. I was her only child 
It was a very stormy night, a year 
ago, and my mother was ve il! 
I sent to a me igh tb urtosay that ! 
was afeard she wouldnt stand it 
Qur neighbour s« she 
daresn’t leave her baby, who was 
sick, but a young mau what was 
boarding there, a satior name | 


Curry, avery decent person,would 
come and watch with I was 
thankful to see a living counten- 
ance, and said he might come and 
welcome 

“That was a forlorn night; but 
Mr. Curry helped me 
My mother im a kinad of 
faint like all night, and he was as 
tender as a child to her. Once he 
began to tell a sea-story, to try 
and cheer me up, but he found he 
\ il 
didu’t seem somehow respectful to 
talk of the things of life by a death 
bed, and he stopped talking, and 
only now and then whea he found 


ine 


a sight 


was u 


made me cry tore, because 


he couldn't camlort me, nor raise 
her neither, he would fetch up 
such a pitying look, as if he wish- 
ed he could 

“The day 
when my mother seemed to come 
to a little, and spoke ight out, 
‘Saily, dear 

“What, saye I, and 
my heart beat as uf it would come 


was just dawning 


mother?’ 
through 


‘dati 
ty 


SAVS Sile 


any bod 


re y with you: 
‘Ves. de “ar mother, a friend,’ 
says I, whispering 


“Wall 


favs she, 


care of you 

and she looked with het 
fullon Cur ' 
‘Curry got rightup, and came 
knelt 
thin hand, and said 


take 


he 


sunk eve ry 


py thie bed-side and down, 


and took hers 
in a voice quite loud and solemn, 
l will take care of be t, 
G00 

She didu t sas 


BY he j ) 
tit 


noth r Wotd 


but just gave a kind of sigh as if 
were. not sorrowlul, but as tf she 
was satished, and BQUEC 7. 1 biis 
tj nd aud & oica 
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rious. The light didn’t look igi | 
to me; it shot to my heart like ice, 
and I would rather have had it | 


dark again. 
“Curry was very kind and ser- 


SOUTHERN 


viceable to me, but just as he was | 


going to eall in the neighbours, 
one of the crew came, and said, 
the vessel was gittin under way, 
and he must go. 

‘‘There was’nt much to be said 
because he had to go so quick, but 
he kissed me once, (you know I 
was in trouble, and that somehow 
brings us all equal,) and took a 
gold ring out of his we 
pocket, and putting it on my finger, 
said, ‘I bought that ring for my 
sister, but, Miss Sally, I love you 
more than I do her now, and if I 
live to come back, you shall see 
that Ido, that you shall.’ 


| but 





aiste oat | 


‘+f felt as if my mother had died | 


over again when he went out, but 


the neighbours soon came in and | 


she was decently laid out. Curry 
left twenty dollars to pay expenses. 
1 was the only mourner at her 


funeral; and I cried enough for a 


hundred, and it seemed to me the | 
night after the funeral, that I 


should just like to go and throw 


ROSE 


“Oh, no, Sally,” said I, quite 
charmed with her simplicity, ‘I 
do not blame you, but I hear the 
sound of a chaise on the pave- 
ment at the side door,” 

Sally’s colour went and came, 
she answered a sailor-like 
knock from the outside, and I be- 
lieve Curry was very well satisfied 
with his receptior 

This was Iriday. 
lowing day 
tra cleaning 


On the fol- 


the kitchen had an ex- | 
[beat up a wedding | 


' 
cake, and we made busy prepara- 


tions for Sunday evening. 
The bride looked very sweetly 


in a plain white cambric frock, and 


as she stood beside Curry, remind- 
ed me of those beautiful figures, 


we sometimes see painted on thie | 


sterns of vessels; while he ap- 
peared like the good stout ship, 
which,though destined to bear her 
through winds and waves, was 
powertul enough to do it s safely. 
When our good | sastor, the Rey. 
Mr. Lathrop, asked him the cus- 
tomary question, Will you love, 
protect and cherish this woman, 
&c., Curry was not content with 


the simple bowing aflirmative.—- 


myself into the ocean that poor | 


Curry sailed on. 

‘Time passed on, and the ring 
was a kind of comfort to me.—- 
Sometimes I was so foolish as to 
talk to it, as il it could understand, 
and | would ask it questic nS, I 
wouldn’t like to ask any body else. 

“The folks told me I should get 
higher wages in Boston than in 
Salem, and I have made out tole- 
rable. I don’t know how it was, 
it seem’d to me that I would give 
myself a year to hear good news 
in, and [ thought I might as well 
be laying up things with my earn- 
ings, when they turned up cheap, 
so that I have got pretty consider- 
able beforehand. 

‘I hope, ma’am,”’ said Sally af- 
ter a pause, for I was silent from 
the emotion her simple story caus- 
ed me-—“I hope you don’t think 
I’ve been over-quick in my liking. 
{ heard a very good character of 
Curry from the folks he anged 
with, and the image of him the 
night seem’d to take place of my 
mother’ s, and fill’d up a very hea- 
vy wantia my heart.” 





Something seemed struggling in 
his mind. He grasped Sally’s 
hand, and with such an utterance 
as she told me he had used on the 
night her mother died, said, ‘I 
Ww ill, so help me God.” 

On Monday morning my hus- 
band presented Sally with a large 
brass kettle, a common Nev v-Eng- 
land present on such occasions, 
and the happy couple bade us fare- 


well. As they rode away, Curry 
waved his red handkerchief, and 
Sally put her new cambric one to 


her eyes, between tears and smiles 
I never saw my pores cook again. 


Conedinahoatiit for the Senthar n Ros 
Bud by a very young friend. 
A TALE. 

At the time when wars and dis- 
sentions disturbed France, there 
lived in the village of L a 
poor widow; she had been reduced 
to poverty by the unfeeling soldt- 
ery, who ‘plundered and set fire to 
her dwelling; she was obliged to 
seek shelter in caves and rocks, 
and to subsist on nuts and acorns. 
Onc evening as she was © alking 
forth,she heard acry in the 
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ing woods, she plunged into a 
thicket and saw that the cry pro- 
ceeded from a child, who lay ap- 
parently dead. She took her up 


very tenderly, and carried her into 
the cave. After bathin g her tem- 
ples in cold water, the “child 
covered. Whenshe was rest 
she threw her little arms 

the widow’s ne ck, and Owl 
you be my mother! will you take 
care of , ‘Ves, my sweet 
child.’ said the widow, “I will be 
as a mother to Every day 
brought stronger  proots of the 
chid’s affection for the widow, 
received the 


re- 
red, 
around 
said, 


me- 


vou ss 


from whom she had 
name of Agnes. They lived for 
about a month in this maaner, 
when an old man told the widow 
that there was a vessel bound for 
England and that if she would go, 
he would pay her p This 
having been for a long time the de- 
sire of the widow, the opportunity 
was embraced readily. Aiter a 
pleasant voyage, she reached En- 
gland. She felt much joy at hay- 
ing eseaped the factions of 
France, but she felt a degree of 
loneliness at being ina strange 
land; but the charitable people of 
England provided plain work sul- 
ficient for the suppo:t of Agnes 
andherself. She poco work 
for many, among whom was achar- 
itable Marquis. He wasa ‘French- 
man, aad often came to see the 
widow, and gave her iyom time to 
time a trifling sum of money. One 
day he noticed Agnes as she came 
bounding intotheroom. ‘Is that 
your child,” said he tothe widow. 
“No, sir, I found her inthe woods 
near the valley of L 2? 6MMy 
daughter!”’ said the Marquis, and 
in amoment she was clasped in his 
arms. Ee then explained to the 
widow that as he was travelling 
with his daughter in that part ol 
France, he had dismounted from 
the vehicle, tu adjust some part ol 
the L acmaae. and he had taken Ag- 
nes out and set her onthe grass. 

When he turned round, bis child 
was gone. He called her but re- 
ceived no answer, he se arched the 
forest in vain. She had probably 

been enticed by some flowers, and 
on hearing a voice, was frightened 
and went on a_ path contrary to 


hits. # * = 


assage. 
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~ e il to say, that the Mar- 
istook Agues home, and a pen- 
o vas allottedthe widow, and 
| 
se lived long and happils 
For the Southern Bu 
sug st.—in Anecdote. 
sf } i" ? 
A Li the airiot mv acquambtance, 


irs old, has been fur 


laving uy 


ve ve 
e time past a num- 


’ 
{those pretty bright American 


comms, denominated five cent pie- 
. On New-Year’s Dav, she 
had almost enough of them to 


ake up a half dollar Finding 
every body on that dav giving and 
receiving presents, she said to her 


' 


ier, ** Mother, I want to make 


some presents to our servants, 


but I have nothing to give them 
I wish [Thad something to give 
them.” “Voihy do vou not give 


tnein some of your hve cent pie- 


“Qh,” 


asked her mother. 


ces 
she replied, “I cannot part with 
them, Ihave been laying them 
up along time, and I have only to 
et one more, to have half a dol- 


lar.’’ Her mother told her she 
thought such conduct rather sel- 
sh, but said no more, e:ther to 
persuade or force her to give away 
her little silver The next 
morning however, when they met 


pieces. 


‘Ff 


at their break/ast-table, she said to 
‘Mother, { have con- 
“low sO, my 


‘“T have given one of the 


her mother, 

i omar 
dear?”’ 
ilver pieces to Hannah, and two 
to James. I had tothink about it a 
good while, mother, but at last, / 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 
CATES, 
Mrs Editor, 

I observed in a late Rose 
an interesting anecdote, of a little 
Javabirdin Salem. I also seein 
the booksellers’ shops accounts of 
wonderful elephants and sagacious 
dogs. Perhaps your readers may 
like to hear a few stories, proving 
that Cats also have something in- 
teresting in their 


bud 


characters.—- 
These, which I am goiog to re- 
late. are true and have lately hap- | 
pened 
An acquaintance of mine had 


ROSE B 


ties Phe master { the house 
ior halt 
half atanl, 
who had bee n most cruelly abused 
The 


poor 


one dav bri ught home a p 


grown katte n, with but 


by the boys in the street. 


} 


iade much of this 


mistress u 


hnew-comer, but it evidently an- 
noyed the old favorite and ren- 
dered her quite jealous She 
could not bear to see her take milk 
from her mistress’ hand, nor sit 
inher lap, nor enjoy any other 


kindness. One day she showed to 
the poor stranger so ugly and cru- 


elatemper, that her mistress felt 


compelled to give her a pretty 
severe slap Whereupon the old 
creature looked up jor a moment 
calmly tn her mistress’ face, and 
then very quietly tw out of 
doors She has never returned 
and has never been heard Seine 
1 am not certam but remain- 
ing anecdote on Cats. has annpear- 
ed in public belor But you 
shail have it as it was related to 
me The m ther of four kitten 
was snugly accommodated in a 
large box, with her little brood 
Another young kitten was tound 


almost perishing i the streets, 


and placed in the box tor her 
nourishment and education with 
the others. Theold cat. moved 


with some pity for the 
administered to her eve ry day the 
usual nutrition, but 
permit her to come among 
own kittens. Whenever she 
tured to approach them, she re- 
ceived a smart box on the ear, and 
slunk back again into her solitary 
corner. How long this state ot 
things lasted, I am not informed 
Y ours, 


stranger, 
would never 


her 
ven- 
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“Took mamma,’ erred litth 
Tommy, as he ran in almost out 
th. ‘“*L have killed a Bird 


with my blow pun It was so ve 


ot bre { 


tv busy in singing on one { the 
trees inthe vard, that I erent close 
ton without being seen. The at 
row wentinto its body and it tlew 
agreat way before I e | cateh 
it Is it not a mom 
ma 

‘Yes, itis a very pretty bird 
ind besides fousavery harmless 
little bird d ce it talk as well 


as you, perhaps it would have 


asked you how you couldtake 
pleasure i killingat, while it was 
so happy itseli, and giving hay i 
ness to others, lV ils sweet voice 


hall 


“Mamma, is uo wieked to 


birds : 


“Tt ie, my son, wie dto kill any 
thing when we cannot be benefit 
ted by it Phis litle bird lived 
uoon seeds and inseets.and cheer- 
ed us withite song:.and in the cold 
yinter, when us food ts scares 
when there are insects crawling 
vou would find it round the yard 
picking up litthe seeds, and even 


the door for 
crumbs, to satisfy tshunger But 
the little bird will do so no mor: 
it will fly about and sing no more 
This has been a sad day to it, i! 


it has young ones; ut will see them 


close to 7) 


coming 


no more.”’ 
‘Mamma, I am sorry that | 

have killed the poor little bird 

I was happy when I killed it, but 

famnothappy now | wish th 

poor bird was alive again. I wi! 

kill birds, mamma 

fun 5. I 
Mont Albon 


no more 


Miss. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
THE COLLEGIAN. 


\ class there is of beardless, half fledged boys, 
Who rush from home, and slight its quiet joys: 
‘The world’s first sip intoxicates their brain; 
They leave the nest which warm’d them in disdain, 
Viscern no charm in Father—but his purse, 
And Mother is an over-weening nurse; 
‘V'o such pert witlings, I'll pronounce a tale— 
Ve. whom it fits, forbear at home to rail. 


A youth of little mind, and breeding less, 
Squeez’d into College—reach’d the first recess— 
When, as the carriage whirl’d him from his cell, 
On dreams like these his pondering fancy fell! — 
‘*At least I think I’ve caught the College air, 
‘*And senior’s lounge—oh, how the folks will stare! 
‘Fach will put questions with such simple phiz, 
‘« *Tis ten to one bat I shall play a quiz!” 
‘Thas, while reviewing a// his college lore, 
‘The coach safe lands him at his father’s door. 
The welcome past, and every greeting paid, 
Jack’s stomach joy’d to see the table laid, 
And while his father carves a favorite dish, 
Ife thus interrogates his son—‘‘1 wish 
‘You'd tell us, since you've come from College, Jack, 
‘*What kind of learning you have brought us back?”’ 
‘*Yes sir;’’ they study mathematics there’’— 
‘*Ah, mathematics! tell us what they are’’— 
‘Why, sir, by mathematics I can show 
‘That those two fowls are three—Don’t startle so!— 
‘This fowl makes one, and that makes two—d’ye see ?’’ 
‘Oh! very plain.”’ ‘*Well, two and one make three.”’ 


‘Indeed, my hero, thou hast figur’d well, 
‘Our loaves and fishes will begin to swell, 
** The age of miracles has come again; 
‘Dost think so wife?’’ The wife replied, ‘‘amen.’’ 
‘*Well, well, my lad, as thou hast studied hard, 
‘*It is but just to give thee thy reward; 
**And since thou’rt hungry, we’ll divide the three 
‘Fairly between thy mother, thee, and me. 
“I'll take the first, and she the second bird, 
‘*And thou, my wondrous child, may’st have the third.’’ 
So the fond parents share their several deal, 
* Gnaw the choice bones, and make a quiet meal, 
Leaving our doughty hero of equations, 
To gnaw his—nails, and make more calculations! 
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TRANQUIL LAKE. 


*<Oh! mother, dear mother! come look at the Lake, 
"Tis spread like a canvas of blue, 

‘The mountains and sky and the forest trees nake 
A painting so bright and true.”’ 


THE 
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**"Tis just like the picture that hangs in the hall, 
What a pity it will not remain! 

1 wish I could frame it like that on the wall, 
And then I could see it again.”’ 

‘*"Tis painted, my dear, by the finger of God, 
And traced by his pencil of light, 

Like the stars in the sky, like the buds of the sod, 
*Tis formed to instract and delight.’’ 


If but for one moment, » whirl-wind should sweep, 
And raffle the face of the wave, 

The beautiful picture would fade from the deep, 
And find in its birth-place its grave. 





, 
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And thus, like the lake, is your bosom my child 
When temper and conscience at rest, 

You're gentle, and lovely, forgiving, and mild, 
With goodness and happiness blest. 


When they gladden your heart and illumine your face, 
Like the sunbeams that rest on the wave, 

But whirl-winds of passion the charms can erase, 
That sweetness, and gentleness gave. 


The mirror if broken, no image retains — 
Your breast, keep unruffled by sin, 

Even though it may cost you infinite pains, 
For Heaven, is pictured thereim. 


From each action and thought that is evil refrain. 
The habit of petulance break, 
Aad when 5 vu are tempted to anger again, 
‘‘Remember the beautiful lake. 
Combridge, Mass. =. wH. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
The following lines are taken from a volume lately pablished, 
‘“*The life of William Roscoe, by his son Henry Roscoe.’ Wim. 


er praise) as a good man, a friend to humanity, and a humble 
christian. ‘These lines were addressed to him in his old age by 
one of his daughters. 
affection in a similar manner, but ‘‘no anniversary of his birth- 
day . passed without its due and accustomed offering from her 
hand,—that hand which ministered with devoted tenderness to 
the infirmities of his age.”’ 

Ilow happy must it have rendered this good man to receive 
these kind tributes of affection from his children,—to see that all 
his love, and all his labor for their good had not been lost! 


SONNET. 





Full seventy years, my father, on thy head 
Ilave showered their aged honours; yet thy sun 
Is bright and fresh as when it first begun, 
And on the admiring world its influence shed. 
O! long, and glad, and genial be its light 
And calm and blessed be its setting ray ; 
For thou hast in the labour of the day 
Obey’d thy Master’s call, and in the right 
Thy voice was ever heard from youth’s green prime. 
And foremost was thy bosom in the strife, 
For all the good that can ennoble life, 
Against oppression, tyranny, and crime: 
Yes! freedom, virtue, and the good man’s fame 
Shall ever shed their light around thine honoured name. 
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We visited yesterday the Writing Establishment of Messrs 


| Geyer & CHAPMAN, at their rooms, near the corner of Broad 
_ and King streets, and examined a number of their specimens, ex- 





hibiting a striking improvement in the penmanship of their pupils. 
These gentlemen come highly recommended in point of charae- 
ter, and bring strong testimonials of their ability as writing mas- 
ters. They undertake to teach an improved system of mercantile 
writing, combining neatness and expedition; and in cases where the 
hand-writing is not radically ill-formed, to impartto it freedom and 
boldness, without changing its general character.— Courier. 


Ladies’ and Misses’ will be taught at the above establishment, 
neat, easy and expeditious Epistolary hands, well adapted to all the 
purposes of a Lady’s writing. 

Hours for instruction of Ladies. from 


11 A. M to 2. P. M.: 


for gentlemen, from 8 to 11 A. M. from 3 to5 P. M. and from 
7 to 9 by candle light. 

Pen-making successfully taught to all, by system, Farther par- 
ticulars made known at their Academy, where al! interested are 
invited to call. : 

N. B.—Private instruction to families and select classes. 


Roscoe was an eminent citizen of Liverpoo!, in England; distin- 
guished as a poet, a historian, a politician, and (what is far bigh- 


His other children frequently showed their 














